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We extend special thanks to THE BACKSTREET 
BAR in London for their courtesy in providing 
the Tom of Finland illustration for our contest. 
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Ads 


A special thanks to all 
our newsletter advertisers. 


This issue dedicated to the 
memory of Dan Montalbano. 


A MR member's dues include a 
subscription to the RubberPipeline. 


Others may subscribe for $16. (4 issues). © stupiIo R 
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Cover photo: Studio R 


Men of Rubber isa 
male gender specific 
organization dedica- 
ted to rubber/latex 


fetish attire and acti- 
vities encompassing 
safe and consensual s/m play. MR, for- 
med in March, 1996, hosts social events, 
dungeon play parties, bar fetish nights. 
and field trips for rubber enthusiasts. 
Annual dues is $35. ($40. outside US) 
Call, write. or e-mail Studio R to receive 
MR membership information and an ap- 
plication, or to have your name added to 
the MR mailing list. Completely discreet. 
3023 N. Clark, #201, Chicago,IL 60657 


Studio R offers creative 
portraiture, graphic de- 
sign, and erotic imagery 
services to the s/m and 
rubber community. Port- 
folia available upon re- 
quest. Commercial photography assign- 
ments a specialty. Newsletter work, too! 
3023 N. Clark, #201, Chicago,IL 60657 


This issue of RubberPipeline is being releas- 
ed at IML and we welcome all those visiting 
Chicago during this grand weekend! 
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COMMENTARY 


In March, Men of Rubber celebrated our 2nd 
anniversary. A great calendar of events lies 
ahead for 1998. Hope you can participate. 


"CAMP M.U.D. I"' was a messy success last 
year and a post-camp survey indicated a de- 
mand for a repeat. So..."CAMP M.U.D. II" 
will be offered on August 7-8-9. A full week- 
end of mud, oil, w/s, and outdoor fun/games 
on a private Wisconsin site. We are proud to 
announce that Wet Lube is the corporate 
sponsor of our lube wrestling contest. 


Reservations for "CAMP M.U.D. II" are still 
available...but hurry, the mud pit is filling! 


Our website at Www.menrubber.com 
is consistently attracting thousands of visit- 
ors a week. Some innovative new pages and 
links are in the planning stages...so check it 
frequently. 


Thanks for your interest and support. 


Rich Brooks 
Founder, Men of Rubber 
aka MajorMud 
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July MR Dungeon Party, Chicago, 
. 1998 Men of Rubber date/location/details TBA. 
Calendar of Events “CAMP M.U.D. II", August 7-8-9, 
central Wisconsin site. A full 
weekend of w/s, mud, &. B/D. 
September MR dungeon Party, 
Chicago, date/details TBA. 
MR Special Event, November, 
date/details TBA. 
Plus Rubber Fetish Bar Nights 
a. Demos. 


For all the details, get on our Men of 
Rubber mailing list. Sign up today! 


RubberPipeline 5 


tis 


More than just mud 
at "CAMP M.U.D."!!! 


Men of Rubber hosted this 
most unique weekend event 
on a 90-acre Wisc. farmsite. 
W/s, mud, and messy may- 
hem were the order of busin- 
ness, but there were lots of 
outdoor bondage potential. 
Slings, crosses, suspension/ 
inversion and a corn crib dun- 
geon. 


Our theme was: 

"Come and get messy... 
or come and get tied up... 
or come and get tied up 
and messy. Have it your 


way. 


BEETLE BAILEY By Mort Walker 


YOU EXPECT Us 

TO SLEEP IN - 

THIS COLD 
PALI DP =f 


See p. 15 for the 
announcement 
of Camp M.U.D. Il 
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Blind Date part Il 


by Jonathan Hayden 


It was fairly obvious to me that I was not going to get much sleep. Every time I moved | 
was reminded of the rubber suit that | was wearing and couldn't get out of. First of all, my tits 
were getting quite sore from their constant rubbing against the coarse velcro James had placed 
at the appropriate place inside the suit. My dick, still trapped beneath its layers of rubber, was 
still semihard and squishing around in a mixture of cum and sweat and lube. My jaw was 
starting to feel the effects of wearing two hoods as opening and closing my mouth seemed to be 
getting a little more difficult as the night wore on. 

Despite all this, I was still amazingly turned on. Just knowing that I was wearing another 
man's gear, especially if someone else had worn it recently, had my mind in overdrive. | 
envisioned a pair of rubber men in full suits wrestling on the floor, grabbing and sweating, 
trying to gain the upper hand until one of them would submit. The winner would then claim his 
prize as the loser, acknowledging his defeat, agreed to do whatever the victor required. With 
his hands now bound behind him, the one who had lost would lick and kiss the winners' boots, 
shining them to a high luster, worshipping them before working his way upwards. 

The Top man would then thrust his latex covered cock and balls at the man beneath him, 
making him slowly take first one ball then the other into his mouth as he bent down to pull at 
his tits. Moaning now, the bottom begins to tentatively lick at the growing cock, wanting to 
taste it and feel it filling his mouth. Another thrust, and the Top man's cock is down the 
bottom's throat and back out again, a trail of saliva shining and lubricating its black rubber 
encased shaft. 

Untying the bottom's hands, the Top man wraps his arms at his sides and pulls a hood 
over his head. Roughly, the bottom is pushed down on his back and the rear of his suit 
unzipped. A butt plug is pulled from his ass and immediately replaced with the Top man's 
rubber covered cock. The two men go at it for what seems like hours, each holding back to 
prolong the sensations the other one is feeling. Finally, the Top man goes into overdrive, 
pounding into the man beneath him with the ultimate sense of conquest. They both cum at the 
same time with the Top man's cock still buried in the the bottom's ass. 


"Okay," I thought to myself, "I'll just do some reading and hope to fall asleep." No such 
chance. I couldn't keep my mind on the book. My gloved hands kept straying to touch some 
part or another of the outfit | had on. And I really had to take a piss. | didn't want to at first 
(remembering James’ warning about taking care of the suit) but I figured that He was the one 
who provided the lock so he would just have to wait until it was unlocked to get it back in a 
clean condition. So, I just let loose, the warm piss filling the inner shorts and overflowing 
down into the legs. Ahhh, one problem solved. 


I decided to go outside for some air. My house is set well back from the road and my 
nearest neighbor is about a quarter of a mile from here so | wasn't particularly worried about 
being seen in my present outfit. It was a little cooler out on the back patio so I decided to stay 
out there. The gentle breeze that was blowing seemed to bring my body temperature back 
down to a manageable level. I hopped into a hammock that I have suspended between two of 
the support beams at the corners of the covered patio so that | could enjoy the night air. 

The gentle swinging was just what I needed to calm down my raging hormones and | 
started thinking about the first time | was made to wear rubber for a substantial amount of time. 


It was during one of my weekend long trips to New York City when I was several years 
younger. I had worked until noon on this particular Friday and, after stopping home to grab my 
"trick" bag, a caught the train. When | arrived at Grand Central, I headed for the public Men's 
Room and went into one of the stalls to change into my latex T-shirt. I had been a little too self 
conscious to wear it on the train but I figured that once I got to the city no one would pay it any 
mind. I left the stall feeling sexy and strong and invincible, like Superman after he left the 
phone booth, only, I had no cape. I headed towards the subway and down to the Village. 
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Once I hit Christopher Street I grabbed a couple of beers in the first bar I came across, a 
place called Thank You Sir, a generic leather bar. It was still afternoon so the bar wasn't 
crowded but there were a few guys wearing leather vests or pants I was getting lots of looks 
from the bar patrons but none of them really appealed to me. [ came to the city to get laid and 
none of these neighborhood types seemed to fill the bill. | wanted a man who could give me 
something that I couldn't get back home. Nothing exotic per say, but not just a leather/rubber 
clone either. 

I finished the beer and decided to do some window shopping further down the street. | 
wandered for a while and literally stumbled across a leather store. I say literally because I had 
been looking back over my shoulder at a particularly attractive bald guy with a huge mustache 
and tripped on some uneven pavement. I kind of fell sideways onto the guy who was walking 
beside me and wound up mostly in his arms. ; 

"Shit," I exclaimed, "I suppose that this will teach me to look where I'm going. Sorry." 

."No problem, kid. | like it when hot guys fall into my lap," my catcher replied. I guess I 
must have blushed because he added that it really wasn't a problem, then he ran his hand up and 
down my chest. Now I really blushed. "A hot guy like you is either cruising or window 
shopping," he said, "either way I know where you want to go. Come with me." With that, he 
led me across the street to an unmarked door which he opened and urged me to enter. 

I went inside and was immediately assailed by the smell of new leather. We entered a 
space that seemed to be fairly bursting with an overabundance of leather clothing and gear. 
There was rack upon rack of shirts and shorts, pants and jackets, jocks and caps, armbands, 
wrist bands, hoods, collars, everything! "This kinda what you were looking for?" he asked. | 
just nodded and began to explore. [ hadn't made this trip planning on any big purchases but I 


couldn't stop myself. I wanted to look at a few things but the sales clerk seemed to be having a 
bad hair day and taking it out on his fellow employees. 

I drifted towards the back of the store and the scent of rubber overtook the smell of the 
leather. I rounded a corner and found myself in a room full of latex and rubber. There were 
more full suits here than I had ever seen in my life, all grouped in the center of the room. One 
side of the room was dedicated to shirts and tank tops and jackets. The opposite held shorts 
and pants, some with cod-pieces, some with attached cock and ball sheaths you just wanted to 
suck on. The third wall was hoods and boots, lots and lots of boots! I turned around and faced 
an entire wall of hoods. "Jesus" I blurted out. "I've been up and down this street dozens of 
times and never knew this place existed." 

"Well, I kinda figured you would appreciate a change of scenery. My name is John, by 
the way." 

I shook his hand and introduced myself...and thanked him profusely for leading me into 
this store. I told him that I had often fantasized about most of the gear in this room but that all 
the rubber I owned I was now wearing. "What I wouldn't give to have a collection like this," I 
said. John asked if I would like to try on some pieces and I let him know in no uncertain terms 
Yes! 

"Alright," John said, " why don't you go into the changing room and strip down. I think 
that we can find a few things for you." As I undressed, John was probing me for details: where 
| was from, what I did for work, what I looked for in a man and a scene, what gear I had most 
often dreamt about, what my plans where for the evening. I felt like he was interviewing me 
. but I still had a slight buzz from the beers so I really didn't mind. 

I had just finished undressing when John handed me a rubber jock with an anatomically 
correct cock and ball sheath. I pulled this on just as my cock had begun to start swelling in 
anticipation. Next he handed me a latex catsuit that zipped up the back. My mind was reeling! 
I had never had this much of my body covered in rubber before and I was liking it. A Lot!!! I 
wanted to see what I looked like and opened the door to go out towards the mirror when John 
stepped in front of me. He started kneading my crotch and rubbing my rubber encased body, 
saying that I looked and felt great but I wasn't finished. 

‘I didn't argue.. I was floating on a rubber high and I wanted more. John turned me back 
around and, after swatting at my ass, went to collect some more things for me. He took several 
minutes and came back with an armful of rubber and gear. First he had me pull on a pair of 
heavy elbow length gloves. I then put on a second suit. This one was heavier and not as form 
fitting but was fairly snug at the wrists and ankles. He had me slip into a pair of neoprene 
waders which came up almost to my crotch and held on like they had been glued to my legs. 
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"How's it feel in there? John asked. "All that rubber on you. Bet it feels real good, nice 
and tight, covering most of your body. Sweat starting to build up so that the rubber slides just 
enough." He was examining me, at least one hand touching me at all times, and I was eating it 
up. "Gotta get something for that head, though. Ever worn a hood before?" I told him no but I 
as game to try any thing. He went to the hood wall and selected two pieces. The first was a 
pull-over hood with open eyes and two nose holes but no mouth. He helped me put it on and 
then went behind me to put the second one on. This hood was actually a gas mask that had a 
hood attached to it. The sound of my own breathing through the gas mask made my already 
hard dick even harder. 

I turned to John. "Wow! This stuff is great," I said, "but I bet it's way out of my price 
_ range." After gazing at the mirror for several minutes I started to take the top hood off. 
"Wait," said John, " there is one more thing I want you to try." He went to the wall and came 
back with a rubber strait jacket and wasted no time in getting me in it. Not that I put up much 
of a struggle. "There, that's the finishing touch!" I was a little puzzled until he led me to the 
center of the room and moved the collected suits aside. Behind them was a round cage, big 
enough for a man to stand up in but not to sit down. I didn't realize until too late that I was 
intended to go in it. 

John clanged the door shut behind me. As I heard the lock click shut, John let me know 
what was going on. "You see," he began, "I own this store. We open in a few minutes and we 
always like a few guys to show off the goods. Rubber looks much better when it is on 
somebody and you fill it out well. Going on our earlier conversation, | figured that you didn't 
have any set plans and that you really wouldn't mind." I admitted to myself that no, I really 
didn't mind, Especially when the first customer turned out to be baldie with the big stache. 

Throughout the afternoon, guys wandered in to look at or try on various pieces. 
Occasionally, when they realized that I wasn't a mannequin, the would stop and cop a feel or 
two. Some would talk to me, asking what it felt like to be in all that rubber or telling how hot 
and sexy I looked. Around 8:00, the sales clerk with the attitude came back and unlocked the 
cage. He undid the strait jacket and pointed me toward the dressing area. | tried asking where 
John went but just got a curt "Out." 

I reluctantly stripped off all of the rubber and laid it aside. Apparently I had been in that 
cage for over four hours. I changed back into my regular clothes and brought the pile of sweaty 
rubber up to the main desk. One of the other clerks, a cute little blond guy took them from me 
and asked if I had enjoyed my self. I told "Oh Yeah!" and headed for the door. I turned back 
just before I exited and saw "Blondie" sniffing the rubber jock. I just smiled and continued on 
my way. 


I finally began to feel sleepy and drifted off. I slept for a few hours and slowly started to 
wake up around dawn. My eyes were still closed when I realized that | was still in the 
hammock and the sky was getting lighter as the night was turning to day. | heard faint noises, 
almost like voices, but I figured they were just some small animals or the trees moving in the 
breeze. I also became aware of a slight tugging all over my body. It felt as if gravity was 
pulling just a little bit more so that I firmly sank into the hammock. 

Suddenly, I couldn't breathe, see, or move! I tried gasping for air but I couldn't suck any 
in. My arms and legs and the rest of my body were immobilized so I did what anybody would 
do...I panicked. I tried yelling but didn't have the breath for it. [ was thrashing around but 
couldn't seem to move. 

I was starting to get dizzy from lack of air when the sheet was pulled from me. As I 
gulped in the early morning air, I tried to see what had happened to me. I looked down at my 
body and I had literally been woven onto the hammock, kind of like what the Lilliputians did to 
Gulliver. Someone had taken two inch wide rubber strips, the ones I keep in my toy chest, and 
tied me down by weaving them through the ropes, around my limbs and torso and back through 
again. There was laughter from behind me and I craned my head, the only part of me not 
secured, to see who it was. 

Two men were standing there. One I recognized as my friend John, the guy who had sent 
me the video tape, the same John who had introduced me to long time rubber, because he was 
wearing his distinctive red and black latex outfit. The other one was unfamiliar to me. He was 
in head to toe rubber and, from what I could tell, in several layers. He was wearing a hooded 
gas mask so I couldn't even recognize his voice. 
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Rubber Sheet 


At last, an economical way to protect 
your bed or floor during those kinky, 
playful, but sometimes messy scenes. 


* Heavy-duty/durable: 45 mil. 
* Incredibly affordable prices. 
* Scrubbable, black rubber. 
* Offered in 3 standard sizes: 
> Twin flat: 42''x80"’....... $45. 
(perfect for under sling or 
bondage board covering) 
> Queen flat: 60"x96"....$75. 
> King flat: 78"x96"....... $95. 


(These sheets are cut from rolls of 
industrial rubber. Some minor 
cosmetic blemishes may appear.) 

* Custom sizes up to 10' wide. 


* Shipping weights: 8, 13, 18# 


Studio R $45./$75. I$95. 


3023 N. Clark, #201 Twin Queen King 
Chicago, IL 60657 USA $9.50 S/H $16.50S/H $19.50S/H 
MenRubber1@aol.com Orders outside the USA, add 50% additional S/H 
www.menrubber.com Checks/U.S. money orders payable to: Studio R 


MR members may deduct $5. from each order! 


ec Quan, — Poce 

9 Name S/H 

- Address Total 

4 City State Zip 

5 Phone [] check []USM.O. 
E-mail 


$18 million jet 
is lost as pilot 
relieves himself 


ASSOCIATED PRESS 


BERLIN—An Aijir Force F-16 
fighter crashed in Turkey in 1992 
because its veteran pilot lost con- 
trol of it while trying to urinate 
in the jet’s cramped cockpit, the 
Air Force confirmed Thursday. 

Lt. Col. Don Snelgrove ejected 
safely in the crash on Sept. 8, 
1992, and no one was hurt on the 
ground. 

But an $18 million airplane 
was lost. 

The Stars and Stripes, the U.S. 
military’s unofficial newspaper, 
published the story Thursday 
after getting the accident report. 

An Air Force spokesman at 
Ramstein Air Base in south- 
western Germany confirmed the 
details. 

Snelgrove was on a four-hour 
mission to patrol the no-flight 
zone established over northern 
Iraq to protect Iraqi Kurds. 

He got out’a “piddle-pack,” a 
‘plastic container with a dehy- 
drated sponge inside, set his F- 
16C on automatic pilot and undid 
the lap belt. 

As he adjusted the seat up- 


ward, the belt buckle wedged be- 


tween the seat and the stick that 
controls the aircraft, pushing the 
stick to the right and sending the 
plane into a spin. 

He tried to regain control as 
the jet plunged 33,000 feet, but he 
had-to eject when it got to within 


2,000 feet of the ground. The . 


plane struck a barren hillside. 

Since the accident, it has be- 
come standard procedure for an 
F-16 pilot who needs to relieve 
himself to loosen but not un- 
fasten the lap belt, said the Ram- 
stein spokesman, Staff Sgt. 
Charles Ramey. 
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Dung of dinosaurs 
fetches a tidy sum 


ASSOCIATED PRESS 


HANKSVILLE, Utah—There’s 
a scene in ‘‘Jurassic Park’”’ 
where Laura Dern, playing a 
paleobiologist, :s up to her el- 
bows in stegosaurus scat. 

If only she’d known how much 
that stuffs apparently worth. 

Twenty-three pieces of fossil- 
ized dinosaur dung, scooped 
from around Hanksville, Utah, 
recently sold for $4,500 at 
Bonhams, a London auction 
house. 

Owner Jan Stobbe, a Dutch ge- 
ologist, said the dung sold to an 
unidentified British buyer for 10 
times as much as he thought it 
was worth. | 


Send us your hot pics!!! 


Include a statement of release & over 21. 


Join us for... 


MR CAMPYNY ay II 


August 7-8-9,1998 


in the great outdoors 
of central Wisconsin. 


Still room in the mud pits...but 
hurry as reservations are limited! 


E-mail to: MenRubber1@aol.com or write: Studio R at 3023 N. Clark, 
#201, Chicago, IL 60657 USA and we will rush you an application! 
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The portable dungeon, complete with hydraulic 
lift, was a popular attraction at CAMP M.U.D I. 


Bouncing and jiggling around in route over the 
rough terrain added a new dimension to S/M. 
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by TODD S. 
illustration by E. KESTLER 


_— 


It was his first party as a slave to his rubber Master, and Brad was a bit nervous. He 
heard about the intense scenes that the Master had put some of his servants into in 
the past, and the thought of those creative, sensual tortures made Brad's heart pound 
in his chest.. Brad was 28, and had a nice build. He had come to the Master's house 
early this evening, as he had been instructed to over the phone by one of the Master's 
helpers. As one of the Master's favorite "boys", Brad was told that the Master had 
something very special in mind for him and five of his other favorites. In fact, he was 
told that in a way, he would be lending his support to the party in a major way. 


Brad had arrived at the Master's mansion over an hour ago. Once he arrived, he had 
been led into the preparation room by two of the helpers. The two strong, muscular 
men removed all of Brad's clothes, then walked him to a large tub and told him to 
get into the water. The warm water felt good on his body as the two helpers scrubbed 
him down thoroughly. Brad realized that he couldn't help but get a raging hard-on, 
looking at those two gorgeous men, their own hard bodies clad only in hoods and 
cock sheaths, all made out of shiny black latex. 


The cleaning done, the helpers lifted Brad out of the tub and dried his thoroughly with 
towels. They then carried him to a large, rubber-matted table, where they proceeded 
to strap down his wrists and ankles with rubber straps attached to corners. Hearing 

a buzzing sound, Brad turned his head just in time to see one of the musclemen com- 
ing at him with a pair of electric clippers! He struggled in his bonds, but to no avail, 
and he felt coolness on his scalp as the clippers began to shear off his hair. As he 
watched, the other helper brought out another set of clippers and began to shave off 
the bush above Brad's hard cock. Brad felt the vibrations as the clippers were worked 
over his chest, under his arms, and over the rest of his body, shaving him completely 
smooth. Even his eyebrows were shaved off! Brad has no idea why all of this was nec- 
essary, but it excited him even more. As a final step, a helper came forward, and care- 
fully applied a light coating of petroleum jelly to Brad's eyelashes, the only body hair 
left. His shackles were undone, and he was told to sit up and await for the Master. 


Several minutes later, the Master entered the preparation room. Brad's cock jumped 
as he looked the tall man over. The Master was dressed from head to toe in tight, 
black latex, including a black latex cock sheath and rubber cock ring. Heavy rubber 
boots and matching-pattern rubber gauntlets were impressive. A flowing, metallic 
silver rubber cape completed his outfit, hanging heavily from his shoulders. The Mas- 
ter walked over to Brad and smiled, and Brad saw that the man's lips had been paint- 
ed with silver liquid latex underneath his shiny latex hood. "Come, boy, the party is 
ready to begin", said the Master, and, as Brad stood up, the Master reached down, 
firmly grabed Brad's throbbing cock, and, pulling firmly, led him out of the room. 


The Master took Brad into the main room, where the party was to be held. It was a 


large room, with a high ceiling, and the Master guided Brad towards a mass of tall, 
black pillars. Looking up, he could see a huge, clear plexiglass dance floor, resting 
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on the five smooth pillars. A large, railed, plexiglass stairway led up to the platform 
which looked large enough to hold at least twenty people. As they approached 
the pillars, Brad got a better judgment of their height; each were seven feet tall, a- 
bout a foot taller than Brad. Several of the Master's helpers were polishing the pil- 
lars, and paying special attention to a specific area about three feet off the floor. 


Finally reaching the pillars, Brad realized that they were all made out of solid black 
latex! “The Master certainly doesn't spare any expense!", Brad thought. As he was 
pulled by his hard cock past the closest pillar, Brad caught a glimpse of what ap- 
peared to be a flesh-colored dildoe, complete with balls, protruding from the pillar. 
In fact, as he got closer, Brad saw that all of the pillars had the same feature, each 
sticking out of the black latex at a natual height. Glancing further up, Brad saw 
small, oval holes, about three feet above each dildoe. As the Master, lead him fur- 
ther into the room, Brad took one last glimpse back, and could have sworn he saw 
one of the dildoes jerk and stiffen as a servant gently stroked it. And, was that a 
moan he heard coming from the small, oval hole.....? 


They had reached the other side of the immense room, and the Master stopped and 
released Brad's cock from his firm grip. Brad was just thinking of how much he had 
enjoyed the walk, when he got a good look at what was in front of him. It was a tall, 
clear cylinder, as big as the pillars, with hinges down one side, and latches on the 
other. Above the cylinder, several hoses hung down, just reaching the top of the 
cylinder, the other ends disappearing into the wall. Two of the Master's servants ap- 
proached, and unlocked the latches. "Step in there, boy", said the Master, and Brad 
did as he was told, stepping onto a small, circular rubber mat inside. The servants 
swung the cylinder shut, and the seam pressed tightly together as they pushed the 
latches into place, sealing Brad inside. 


Brad looked in front of him, and saw a small hole in the cylinder, right at the level of 
his cock. The hole had a soft silicome edge, which had been treated with some kind 
of lubricant. In front of his face, Brad saw that the cylinder pulled inward into a tube, 
open to the outside air, and just big enough to fit into his mouth. This had also been 
treated with the lube as was the entire interior of the cylinder. The Master walked up, 
and placed his hands on the outside of the clear prison, smiling at Brad. "Are you 
ready to lend your support to this party, boy? Look atthe pillars; notice how one 
seems to be missing? Well...that one, my boy, is YOU." 


Just as the Master finished speaking, Brad heard a thump, then a gurgle, above his 
head. Looking up, he saw a thick, black substance start to pour out of the hoses, 
down the inside of the cylinder, and towards his feet. It was melted latex! Brad's 
heart surged with panic, and the Master said, "Brace yourself, boy, that stuff can be a 
little warm." Sure enough, as the rubber began to rise above his feet, Brad felt the 
almost uncomfortable hot temperature of the gooey fluid. He realized that he was 
trapped, and there was no way out; the open top was way too high to reach. As the 
latex reached his calves, the Master spoke again. "Press your cock tight against 
the hole, boy." As he did so, Brad felt the servants grab his cock and pull his balls 
through the hole. Soon his thighs were covered, and Brad could feet the increased 
heat as the latex reached and slowly submerged his asshole. 


Athe hot, thick liquid reached his chest, Brad's heart started pounding again in a 
mix of ecstacy and fear. He now knew what the face tube was for, as he plunged 
foreward and wrapped his lips tightly around it. This, he knew, would be his only . 
contact to the outside air. Soon enough, the hot liquid started rising up his neck, 
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and above his ears. He desperately fought to breathe only through his mouth as 
his nose and eyes became submerged. _ In an instant, his whole shaved head 
was covered completely...and his world went silent. 


Blind, deaf, and able to breathe only through his mouth, Brad was not sure how 
much time had passed, when he felt his arm starting to feel a bit stiff. As he went to 
move it, he realized he couldn't; the latex had solidified, and he was completely 
held in position, unable to move even a finger! In fact, he realized that the only thing 
he could move was his chest, as the hardening rubber had left just enough of a 
space for his chest to expand and contract. Brad felt a slight vibration, then he felt 
himself being tilted downward, followed by a steady pulsing. The servants had re- 
moved the clear cylinder mold, and were now carrying him across the room to his 
position under the dance floor. He detected the motion from the cool current of air 
flowing over his cock, the only part not sealed in his rubber tomb. 


Once in place, he felt cool water gently trickling into his held-open mouth, and he 

carefully swallowed the welcome refreshment. Then, a warm hand started manip- 
ulating his cock, which quickly swelled to full erection as lube was applied. Brad 

wondered what he was in for, since his cock was at the mercy of everyone at the 
party. He could hear a muffled thumping of music...the party had begun. 


Soon enough, Brad felt a hot, rubbered hand firmly grip his cock, and, as he moan- 
ed helplessly, the gloved hand began pumping fast and hard. Unable to stop the 
stimulation, Brad felt hot cum spurting out of his throbbing member, as the hand 
disappeared. A short while later, as his body relaxed, and he came down fully from 
his orgasm, Brad felt another hand squeezing his cock, which began to harden 
once again. He felt a smooth coolness, then an ever-increasing pressure! Some- 
one had put a vacuum pump on him. Brad expected the pressure to release, but it 
didn't! The cylinder had been left in place on his cock. 


After what seemed like an eternity, Brad felt hands working at his engorged mem- 
ber once more. A strap was wrapped around the base of his cock. Then, the pres- 
sure was released as the pump was removed. But quickly a condom was placed 
over his bulging cockhead and rolled down the shaft. After nearly an hour in the 
pump, and with the strap in position, Brad was harder than he had ever been be- 
fore in his life! Now, the coolness of lube was detected on his condom-covered 
cock and then a hot tightness was experienced. Brad could picture the rubber 
stud outside the pillar, his ass thrusting his hot hole back and forth on Brad's ach- 
ing shaft. Surprisingly, Brad felt his balls lifting as they prepared to shoot again... 


Several minutes later, his cock spent, the condom removed, his partner gone, 
Brad was completely drained. Stiff as a statue, unable to move, he almost wanted 
to drift off to sleep. He wasn't worried how or when he would be taken out of his 
rubber prison since he knew the Master genuinely loved and cared for him. Brad 
was just letting this comforting thought encompasse him, when he felt his cock 
being man-handled once again. Responding to the stimulation, Brad's rod stif- 
fened again, and he knew that this was going to be a long night... 


The End? 


Todd S. is a MR member and can be reached at: Scubalatex@aol.com 
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Men of Rubber & Cell Block host rubber contest. 
Christoph Lehner named Mr. International Rubber '98 


We received grand reviews...even from the 
usually sarcastic Gab magazine (complete 
with seven photos from the contest). Ok, so 
they didn't get the title exactly right. Here's 
their commentary: 


inter- 
"The whole weekend at Cell Block was a full 
national dedication to the wonderful stretch and the 
Rubber stench of rubber with their Rubber Weekend 


Blowout. Saturday night was the very first 
(And no doubt to be back) Mr. International 
Rubber Man Contest, 1998. At 8:30-ish the 
place was packed with what some would 
say to be an unusual mix of freaky and hot- 
n-happenin’ critters rolling about. Hosting 
this (slightiy too long) event was the large 
Marge and funny Gentry stable, Miss Kris 
Francis, whose interaction with the crowd 
was enough to. keep everyone's attention 
on the contest at hand. Five rubberized 
contestants strutted their stuff, answered 
the “What was the first rubber piece of 
clothing they purchased, and how did it 
make you fee/" question, did a few pivots 
and turns, and then some more struttin’. 
Several drinks later, a Mr. Christoph Lehner 
was announced as the big winner of this 
rubber manz night of glory. And happier 
than a flubber in rubber was he... We see 
this whole event turning out to be a huge 
production in the years to come, what with 
rubber and all its useful purposes, and is, 
as Mom alwayz said...the future." 


1998 


--- Gab magazine, #47, Nov. 19, 1997 


Blind Date part Il (con't from p. 12) 


I began swearing at John, calling him every name that I could think of and then some 
others on top of that. "How could you do this to me you shithead? Just wait until I get out of 
this, yours will be the sorriest ass you've ever seen!" I would have kept on hurling invectives if 
the rubber stranger hadn't clamped a hand over my mouth. John leaned in and said "Is that 
anyway to treat a friend who wanted to surprise you on your birthday? Why, I'm shocked. And 
such language in front of your guests." I was going to comment on the fact that guests are 
usually invited first but my mouth was still clamped and I was trying to figure out to whom the 
hand belonged. 

"Now," John said, "if you are done with your tirade, we will let you up and you can fill 
us in on your obviously eventful night." Who was I to argue? 


Jonathan Hayden is founder of the New England Rubber Club (N.E.R.C.) 
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PERSONALS 


In-shape, smooth bottom, 32, 

5' 7", 130#, sometimes top, in nort- 
hern NJ. Good, experienced player. 
Into any type bondage! My favor- 
ites for being tied up are: rubber, 
rope, leather. Love to be hooded, 
gagged, mummified, suspended. 
Also into wax, electrical, tit play, 
cock and ball torture, clothespins. 
Just play with my tits and see what 
kind of response you get! Into long 
scenes, even overnight. Love dres- 
sing in latex, leather, boots. Special 
interests: outdoors & groups. My 
fantasy is a kidnapping, being for- 
ced into bondage and played with. 
Can you help? Willing to travel. 
E-mail: RopeLthrNJ@aol.com 


Love to dress & play in rubber. 
Like a rough look. Rubber boots 
keep me hard. Come see me and 
we'll take a trip to the muddy, 
murky woods. I havea good 
collection of rubber. Like to share 
with others and trade off wearing 
each other's gear. Jimmy. 4516 
Bryn Mawr Lane, Houston, TX 
77027. 


Versatile rubberman, late 30's, 
5' 10", 190#, shaved head, 'stache, 
wrestler into full body encase- 
ments, w/s hoods, w/s gags, w/s 
suits, long term bondage, suspend- 
sion, steel restraints, scuba gear, 
Aquala suits, gas masks, breath 
control, c/b/t, intense role-play- 
ing, & meeting toher rubberguys 
for fun, both in and out of the 
play area. RP-111. 


Wear Your Rabber! 
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Hot and horny, 43 years young, 5'9", 


145, green-blue eyes, thinning brown 
hair & thick mustache. Have my own 
basement dungeon with | 1 stations. 
Versatile: Can make your fantasies 
cum true as a twisted Top or very re- 
sponsive bottom. Into both leather 
and rubber; having lots of sexy good 
fun. Interested??? Send me your 
note and hot photo. Be naughty!!! 
John of Madison. 2221 Common- 
wealth Avenue, Madison, WI 53705. 


SENSUAL S/M, Leather, Rubber, 
uniforms, enemas. Have hot play- 
room for Tops and bottoms. Very 
versatile. Expert bondage, lots of 
equipment and toys. Do some train- 
ing. Ted, P.O. Box 931, Chattanoo- 
ga, TN 37401 


Versatile RubberMan, WM, 26, 
6'3", 202 lbs. Rubber novice would 
like to explore rubber fantasies with 
an experienced rubberman. Place me 
in immobilizing bondage while fully 
enclosed in sleek, sweaty black rub- 
ber and push all of my hot buttons, 
Sir. Write me with your interests and 


kinks. KBB, 2501 north Lincoln Ave, 


Box #223, Chicago, IL 60614-2313. 


Rubber/Leather Master/Top, 

54, 6', 200#, blue/gray, cut, iso com- 
patible slaves/bottoms. Let's nego- 
tiate a hot safe scene. Rance, P.O. 
Box 1562, Appleton, WI 554913. 


RubberTop eager to mummify 

& immobilize experienced or novice 
partners on a customized floating 
bondage board. A guaranteed sen- 
sual trip. All limits respected. Many 
unique rubber hoods, toys, and 
restraints. Chicago northside. 
Rich, 3023 N. Clark, #201, Chicago, 
IL 60657. 
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Grand Re-Opening IML Weekend ’ 
Used by permission of The Tom of Finland Foundation © 1998 
THE MOST TALKED ABOUT PARTY OF 1997 RETURNS | : 


RDAY MAY 23 


@ MIDNIGHT ‘TILL NOON 


LUNDAY MAY 24 


ON 3 FLOORS OF BACCHANALIA 


WITH 


| C CON CX ee ee sili 7 $3 ADDITIONAL 
CLOTHING OPTIONAL COVER CHARCE 


~, 


MR members get a free clas- 
sified ad. See p. 31 for details 
& how to. respond to a blind ad. 


Like the sensual, erotic feel- 
ing of piss cascading over your 
entire rubber covered body? 
Then e-mail me with your most 
intimate w/s fantasies. Midwest. 
ChromeMan1@aol.com 


5' 11", 215#, 48, rubber/ 
leather top/bottom seeks buddy 
into T/T, CBT, W/S, & B/D. 
Brian R. Callahan, 18640 Berna- 
dine, Lansing, IL 60638 


Mutual rubber scenes involv- 
ing t/t work, and enemas. Wine 
enemas and creative scenes a 
big plus! Imaginative, uninhib- 
ited, thirsty ass in Detroit sub- 
urbs. Willing to travel for rubber/ 
enema scenes. Bardexboy. 
RP-111. PH: 313/285-5094. 


RUBBERBOY/bottom, 37, 

135# 5' 6" needs to be bound and 
gagged, mummified & spanked, 
suspended & whipped. Into tight 
and long rubber bondage, cbt, 
electrical, breath control & kidnap 
scenes. Looking for rubber Daddy 
to take full control. Steve. 

PH: 815/439-1842. 


T/M/B, 49, 5' 10", 160, short 
brown hair, uncut, 7-1/2" cock, 
horny and raunchy, HIV-. Likes 
to play with you completely cov- 
ered in rubber. Turn-ons: W/S, 
B/D, T/T, C/B/T, F/F, dildoes, 
whips, & poppers. Give and take. 
Let's play! My codes are: A-B- 
C-E-F-G-H-J-K-L-N-O-P-Q-R-T-U- 
V-W-Y-Z-3-6-7-8-11. Bert. Call 
me at: 312/871-6869. 
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Rubber/latex may be habit forming!!! 
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SQUEEZE INTO SOME FUN... 

STRETCH YOUR DINING ENJOYMENT... 

SPRAY SO THAT YOU 

SHINE WHILE YOU ENJOY A HUNK OF PRIME RIB... 
RUB UP AGAINST SOMEONE INTERSTING... 

SHOVE PAST YOUR USUAL BREAKFAST HAUNTS... 
SNAP WITH THE GOOD TUNES & BLOODY MARY’S... 
ENCLOSE YOURSELF IN THE GOOD TIMES... 

PULL OFF SOME UNIQUE PARTYING... 


AT THE HUB OF THE GAY UNIVERSE IN CHICAGO AT CLARK & ALDINE 
3301 N. CLARK 773-477-4066 
www.buddiesgaygrubpub.com 
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Thought for the day 


“He who throws mud, 
looses ground!” 
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Bottom, Afro-American, 48, 
5'9", 175#, clean shaven, medium 
build, 9" cut, cocksucker seeks hot 
rubber Top. Let me service those 
rubber boots and suck on your 
rubbered gloved fingers. Into gas 
masks & hoods. Also B/D, mad 
doctor scenes, wine enemas, butt 
play and breath control. Open to 
all safe, kinky, hot industrial or 
latex rubber play. Need and want 
RUBBER SEX! RubberPig, P.O. 
Box 4124, North Hollywood, CA 
91617-4124. 


Rubber Bondage Bottom, 

36, 5' 6", 155#, Br/Bl, goatee & 
stache. Into bondage, mummi- 
fication, suspension, chastity, 
forced milkings, orgasm control, 
kidnapping, cape, hoods, gags, 
leather, uniforms, and plenty of 
rubber! Also like breath con- 
trol, sensory deprivation & forc- 
ed cigar smoke. CBT/TT, WS, 
electricity, plugs, shaving, and 
more. Would also like to find 
mud buddies. Dan S., P.O. 
Box 1470, Biddeford, ME 0400S. 


Boots & B.O! 44 y/o, 5' 8" 

150#, good build. Wear and seek 
big muddy boots, knee-high and 
crotch-high over filthy, smelly 
socks/feet or over heavy leather 
boots. Monster boots! Also pig 
for ripe B.O., feet/pits, dirty jeans, 
blue collar/industrial gear, greasy 
gauntlets, hardhats, gas masks, 
leather, oilskins, heavy rubber, 
mud, muck, oil, piss, and poppers. 
Correspond with similiar dudes & 
maybe get together for some dirty, 
smelly, rough & tumble times in 
big muddy boots. John. P.O. 


Box 141496, Columbus, OH 43214 


Wear your rubber! 


Wanted: Photo models 
for future newsletter 
layouts. Lots of fame 


but very little fortune! 
Studio R, 3023 N. Clark, #201, 
Chicago, IL 60657 USA. 


Wanted: Mudders to 
attend Camp Mud IT 
August 7-8-9, 1998. 


Hurry and sign up now! 


RESPONDING TO AN AD 
Seal your reply in an 
envelope on which you 

have written the blind 

ad number (Ex: RP-101) 

on the front lower left 
corner. Affix correct 
postage to the first 

envelope. Put the seal- 

ed envelope into another 
envelope and mail it to: 
STUDIO R, 3023 N. Clark, 
Suite 201, Chicago, IL 
60657 USA. The FORWARD- 
ING FEE IS $1. (CASH) 
per letter. Improperly 
prepared or unstamped 
envelopes will not be 
forwarded or refunded. 


PLACING A PERSONAL AD 
MR members can place 
personal ads in Rub- 
berPipeline at no cost. 
Please limit your ad 

to 100 words. Decide if 
you want to be assigned 
a blind ad number and 
have your mail dis- 
creetly forwarded to 
you or list your phone 
number and/or E-mail 
and/or mailing address 
in your ad. Currently 
we are not accepting 
photographs in the ads. 
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Custom made spandex 
bondage gear & fetish 
clothing. Various types 
of fabric & colors avail- 
able. Call or write for a 
catalog/pricelist. Fabric 
samples available upon 
request. 


TECH-STYLES 


Box 373, Riverside IL 60546 
E-mail: Cptnspndx@aol.com 


Erotic Bondage Supplies 
Catheters - Sounds - TENS 
Medical Instruments 
Enema Equipment 
and supplies 


and other 
Unusual Items 


Printed Catalogue $2 


saesssesensses sceceisise Chase Prod ucts 
loday . Pere P.O. Box 1014 


Novi, MI48376 
E-Mail: info@chaseproducts.com (248) 348-8191 
Questions gladly answered by phone ERS RA Lae eas 
Call about Medical Instruments too numerous for listing in Catalogue 


as 
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Pa%e] 
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"Official Lubricant Sponsor of CAMP M.U.D. IT" 


